“At the Bier of a Civil War Veteran” 


WILLIAM TAFELMEIER 


Born February 21, 1836 
Died at Astoria, Oregon, July 28, 1928 
Age 92 Years 


Served in the U. S. Army 
Company B, 37th Regiment Ohio Infantry 
1861 to 1864 


In the U. S. Navy as Landsman 
U. S. “Potomac” 1865 to 1868 


Honor to Whom Honor is Due. 


Be He Ever So Humble. 


Exhalt the Good; Ignore the Base. 


The inevitable cycle of events has 
again found its expression in the death 
o. our friend and fellow citizen, 


WILLIAM TAFELMEIER 


an old Civil war veteran. The Creator, 
or that Unknown Force, has called 
back into the realm of the universe— 
into the realm of Mystery—one of its 
handiwork: the Spirit of one of its 
Sons. 

What we now see before us is noth- 
ig but the framework that once en- 
slrined a noble character. A character, 
that apparently did not stand high on 
the rungs of the social ladder—never- 
theless a character that responded 
readily and nobly to the wails and 
woes of mankind; a character that 
understood the nobler aspirations—and 
as such his name is written on the 
roster of the U. S. Army and Navy, 
and indelibly on the register of human- 
ity. 

William Tafelmeier was a man away 
past his allotted three score and ten. 
Having been born in Germany in 1836. 
he had reached and passed his 92nd 
birthday. He spent his youth in that 
country and arrived in young man- 


hood in the country of his choice, the) 


United States of America. He was 


just in time to hear and heed the call | 


oi Lincoln to free the black man from 
bondage. Himself born to the free, 
knew that the Almighty did not create 


human beings to be slaves, but en-| 


titled to the same privileges—one as 
the other. Lincoln’s idea and aims 


stirred this young immigrant and he 


was in the maelstrom of humanity, of 
passion, of strife and of war and peace. 
However, constantly pulling toward 
one idea—a greater union and a nobler 
humanity. 


Six years of war and reconstruction 
and we find him again an ordinary and 
arderly citizen pursuing his trade as 
a Turner. 


He found duplication of the beautiful 
wooded and mountain country of his 


birth—Saxony—in the great Pacific 
Northwest. Soon after the war he 
located on Tucker creek, Clatsop 


county, Cregon, on his ranch that he 
loved so well—and which remained his 
home until his death. 

He was thoroughly inculcated with 
the love for the beautiful in Nature. 
He appreciated the gifts of nature as 
given him in the shape of land. [le 
appreciated the birds and other ani- 
mals, the trees, the flowers, the sun- 
shine and the rain. He carved out of 
the rough with patient labor a home to 
his suiting. The association with his 
neighbors were of the most cordial. 
He valued his friends. In dividing his 
earthly possessions, he generously re- 
membered them. 

The duties of true citizenship were 


| taken very seriously by him—and on 


this point I wish to stress; as, after 


all, the matter of good citizenship is 


everything. 

I will simply give you one of the 
many incidents that came to my per- 
sonal knowledge, that shows the great- 
ness of his character:—He appreciated 
the pension that was regularly paid 
him by the ‘(Government—a pension 
that he so well and valiantly deserved, 
having faced death in more than 15 
major battles—he voiced his apprecia- 
tion many times. When told that he 
cculd make application, and was en- 
titled to a larger pension, he brushed 
the idea aside with the remark: “I 
have no need for a larger amount.” 
The unselfishness he had shown help- 
ing to free the enslaved, expressed 
itself unto his death. 


In telling this I simply want you 
to compare the citizenship of a com- 
mon, practically poor, rancher to the 
standard set by some of our million- 
aires, 


Yes my sons, my daughters, my 
friends and fellow citizens, I found 
great inspiration to true citizenship in 
the character of this Man, 


WILLIAM TAFELMEIER 


He, like Diogones lived a simple life 
and as he—he knew that satisfaction 
with the simpler natural things in life 
is the ultimate 

Heaven—on Earth! 


We reconsign his body to Mother 
Earth 
Ashes ta Ashes 
Dust to Dust 
Earth to Earth from whence it came. 
A cycle on earth is completed. How- 
ever, his Spirit continues to live, re- 
sponding to the roll call of Father 
Time, as having lived on earth a son 
worthy of his Creator. 
AUGUST HILDEBRAND, 
Historian. 
Astoria, Oregon. 
August 1, 1928. 
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